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from my chosen career. More exciting and absorb-
ing occupation called me, and I obeyed, whether for
better or worse it now matters not. When I was free
to return with undivided attention to my painting
my enthusiasm had cooled, and human interests
claimed and kept me. Buskin had dragged me
from my old methods, and given me none to replace
them. I lost my faith in myself, and in him as a
guide to art, and we separated definitely, years later,
on a personal question in which he utterly misun-
derstood me; but, apart from questions of art, he
always remains to me one of the largest and noblest
of all the men I have known, liberal and generous
beyond limit, with a fineness of sympathy in certain
directions and delicacy of organization quite wo-
manly. Nothing could shake my admiration for
his moral character or abate my reverence for him
as a humanist. That art should have been any-
thing more than a side interest with him, and that
he should have thrown the whole energy of his most
energetic nature into the reforming of it, was a
misfortune to him and to the world, but especially
to me.

At St. Martin I waited the return of my vision.
I climbed, and tried chamois-hunting with no suc-
cess so far as game was concerned, though I saw
the beautiful creatures in their homes, and now
rejoice that I did not kill any, though I fear I
wounded one mortally, where we could not retrieve
him. One of my excursions was to the summit of
the Aiguille de Varens, by a path, in one place cuts threw me still further with
